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PART  I. 
SONGS 


SUNSHINE. 

You  looked  at  me,  the  meadow  flowers 
Were  your  sweet  eyes  on  every  side, 

You  spoke  to  me,  the  summer  winds 
Echoed  your  voice  from  far  and  wide. 

You  smiled  with  me,  the  running  brook 
Rushed  onward  in  a  laughing  flood, 

You  kissed  me,  and  the  sunshine  flew 
Like  golden  arrows  through  my  blood. 


IN    LOVE. 

You  stand  beside  my  pillow  and  my  pathway, 
I  feel  your  breath  in  every  wind  that  blows, 

Your  fingers  touch  me  in  the  trembling  woodbine, 
You  kiss  me  when  I  bend  to  kiss  the  rose. 

I  care  not  now  for  any  joy  or  sadness, 
The  daily  task,  or  toil,  or  pleasure  sweet ; 

My  only  peace,  my  life,  my  love,  my  gladness, 
To  see  your  shadow  or  to  hear  your  passing  feet. 
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"A    YOUNG    MAN'S    FANCY." 

Do  I  hear  you  singing  in  the  sunny  garden  sweet, 
Or  is  it  but  the  thrush  and  honey  bee  ? 

Do  I  see  you  smiling  through  the  cherry  blossom, 

dear, 
Or  is  it  but  the  sunshine  on  the  tree  ? 

Let  love  like  lilies  spring  beneath  your  pretty  feet, 
Let  kisses  fall  in  showers  from  the  skies, 

For  the  garden  holds  the  sweetness  of  your  ruddy 

rosebud  lips, 
And  the  glances  of  your  pensive  pansy  eyes. 


COLD   EYES. 

COLD  eyes  that  never  drooped  beneath  another's 

gaze, 

Cold  heart  that  never  thrilled  with  passion's  pain, 
Cold  lips  that  never  met  a  lover's  kiss, 

Cold  hands  that  never  clasped  warm  hands  in 

vain, 

Love  passing  by  hath  touched  thee  with  his  wing, 
And  lo  !  behold  !  in  thy  cold  world  'tis  Spring. 


"SIC   TRANSIT." 

ANOTHER  sunset  gilds  the  sky, 
Another  night,  another  sigh, 
Another  kiss, 

Good-bye  !    Good-bye  ! 

Another  day,  so  life  must  pass, 
And  beauty  wither  as  the  grass, 
It  is  our  fate, 
Alas  !    Alas  ! 


AN   ARDENT    LOVER. 

SHALL  I  tell  you  how  much  I  love  you  ? 

Then  listen  and  laugh,  my  dear  ! 
To  me  you  are  summer  sunshine, 

Or  breath  of  the  opening  year. 
You  are  sweet  as  the  scent  of  lilac, 

And  pure  as  the  flower  of  May. 
You  are  bright  as  the  sparkling  fountain, 

And  fresh  as  the  dawn  of  day. 

Do  you  wonder  how  long  I  have  loved  you  ? 

Well,  that  is  not  hard  to  say, 
For  I  loved  you  the  moment  I  saw  you 

As  much  as  I  love  you  to-day, 
And  I'll  love  you  for  ever  and  ever, 

And  wait  for  you  year  by  year, 
So  now  that  you  know  how  I  love  you, 

Oh  !    listen  and  love,  my  dear. 


SLUMBER    SONG. 

O,  LAY  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
The  light  has  faded  in  the  west, 
The  shadows  fall,  'tis  time  to  rest. 

O,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  let  me  soothe  thy  slumbers  blest, 
Mine  are  the  arms  that  love  thee  best. 


LOVE    BIRDS. 

A  THRUSH  is  singing  in  the  tree, 
The  skylark  warbles  o'er  the  lea, 
I  have  a  song  to  sing  to  thee. 

A  robin  whistles  in  his  glee, 

The  blackbird  tells  his  heart  to  me, 

My  song  is  all  of  love  and  thee. 
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SOUL   TO    SOUL. 

WHERE  e'er  thou  be, 
My  spirit  follows  thee. 

Wander  at  will, 

My  heart  is  with  thee  still. 

Though  far  away, 

My  soul  shall  with  thee  stay. 

Do  thou  come  near, 

My  life  holds  nought  more  dear. 

If  die  I  must, 

My  love  will  live  in  dust  to  dust. 


IN  THE  SUNSHINE  OF  THY  LOVE. 

MY  life  is  like  an  ocean, 
My  heart  the  skies  above, 

My  Paradise  is  boundless 
In  the  sunshine  of  thy  love. 

My  thoughts  are  brightest  jewels, 
My  peace   a  radiant  dove, 

My  joy  springs  up  for  ever 
In  the  sunshine  of  thy  love. 
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MY    CROWN. 

WERE  love  a  heavy  burden 

Tvvould  be  "no  cross  no  crown,' 
If  you  should  help  to  bear  it 

I  would  not  lay  it  down. 

Were  love  the  greatest  trial 
With  sorrow,  pain,  or  loss 

And  you  were  there  to  share  it 
I  still  would  kiss  the  cross. 
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WOULD    YOU   CARE? 

IF  I  were  sad,  my  darling, 
And  life  were  dark  despair, 

Because  I  love  you  dearly, 
Would  you  care  ? 

If  I  were  glad,  my  darling, 
With  joy  beyond  compare, 

To  see  you  for  a  moment, 
Would  you  care  ? 

If  I  were  poor,  my  darling, 
And  you  were  rich  and  fair 

While  I  were  sick  and  lonely, 
Would  you  care  ? 

If  I  were  gone,  my  darling, 
Could  you  my  sorrow  share, 

If  we  should  part  for  ever 
Would  you  care  ? 

If  in  my  heart,  my  darling, 
I  breathed  a  silent  prayer 

That  you  should  live  to  love  me, 
Would  you  care  ? 
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ONLY    IN    DREAMS. 

ONLY  in  dreams  your  heart  is  mine, 
In  dreams  we  love  without  regret, 

In  dreams  I  hear  you  call  me  thine, 
In  dreams  alone  our  lips  have  met. 

Only  in  dreams  I  hear  you  speak 
And  tell  me  that  you  understand, 

In  dreams  you  softly  touch  my  cheek, 
In  dreams  alone  you  take  my  hand. 

Only  in  dreams  the  tender  past 
Is  with  me  as  in  days  of  yore, 

In  dreams  alone  I  hold  you  fast, 
Then  let  me  dream  for  evermore. 
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HEART  TO  HEART.  . 

THAT  day  we  parted  long  ago 

Your  lovely  eyes  were  wet  with  tears, 
I  see  them  still  and  love  you  through 

The  awful  silence  of  the  years. 

Speak  to  me  as  from  heart  to  heart 
A  loving  word  to  soothe  my  fears, 

Oh,  let  me  hear  your  voice  across 
The  awful  silence  of  the  years. 
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HAD   I    BUT    KNOWN. 

HAD   I  but  known  you  loved  me 
The  years  were  not  so  long, 

And  every  day  were  sunshine 
And  every  hour  a  song. 

I  thought  you  did  not  love  me 
Because  you  were  so  cold, 

And  life  was  dark  and  dreary 
And  all  the  world  was  old. 

I  never  knew  you  loved  me 

Until  it  was  too  late, 
For  you  had  entered  Eden 

But  left  me  at  the  gate. 


A   WHITE    ROSE. 

I  GATHERED  radiant  roses 
To  kiss  their  petals  sweet, 

They  fell  in  crimson  showers 
And  lay  beneath  my  feet. 

I  plucked  a  pale  pink  rosebud 
One  sunny  summer  morn, 

But  tore  my  tender  fingers 
On  many  a  cruel  thorn. 

You  gave  me  a  white  blossom, 
The  purest  and  the  best, 

Its  perfume  lives  for  ever 
Within  my  loving  breast. 


MIDSUMMER    NIGHT. 

COME  out  with  me,  Belinda, 
The  moon  is  fair  above, 

The  night  is  sweet  and  holy 
For  every  star  is  love. 

Come  to  the  gate,  Belinda, 
The  roses  wait  for  thee, 

A  nightingale  is  singing 
Upon  the  chestnut  tree. 

Come  to  my  side,  Belinda, 
And  lay  thy  hand  in  mine, 

Thy  breath  is  sweetest  incense, 
Thy  very  lips  divine. 

Come  to  my  arms,  Belinda, 
In  all  thy  matchless  grace, 

That  I  may  gaze  with  rapture 
Upon  thy  lovely  face. 


WHEN    I    FORGET. 

WHEN  I  forget  I  loved  you 
The  moment  that  we  met  . 

How  you  were  all  I  thought  you 
And  all  I  find  you  yet. 

When  I  forget  your  kindness, 
The  words  you  tried  to  say, 

Shall  I  forgive  my  blindness 
Or  drive  regret  away  ? 

When  I  forget  your  gladness 
And  every  joy  you  gave 

My  heart  shall  lose  its  sadness 
Within  the  silent  grave. 
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THOUGHTS. 

I  THOUGHT  of  you  this  morning 
When  walking  in  the  wood, 

I  never  can   forget  you, 
I  would  not  if  I  could. 

The  birds  were  singing  gaily, 
They  call  your  name  to  me, 

I  thought  of  you  while  crossing 
The  daisy-covered  lea. 

Because  I  love  you,  dearly, 
Because  my  heart  is  true, 

My  thoughts  shall  be  for  ever 
Of  you  and  only  you. 
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RESIGNATION. 

TIME  passes,  yet  thy  memory 
Is  fresh  and  sweet  to  me,  . 

It  seems  that  only  yesterday 
I  bid  farewell  to  thee. 

For  every  day  and  every  hour, 
Though  we  are  far  apart, 

I  see  thy  face  and  hear  thy  voice 
Within  my  loving  heart. 

If  we  should  never  meet  again 
I  bow  beneath  the  rod, 

But  all  my  longing  and  my  love 
I'll  carry  home  to  God. 


FORGET-ME-NOT. 

DARLING  little  flowers 

Of  a  heavenly  blue, 
Bringing  back  your  sweet  eyes, 

Tender,   tried,   and  true. 

And  some  tiny  dewdrops 
Seem  to  me  the  tears, 

That  you  shed  on  parting 
In  the  by-gone  years. 

Memories  awaken 

In  this  hallowed  spot, 
As  I  stoop  to  gather 

A  forget-me-not. 


WHEN    YOU    CAME. 

WITH  you  away,  my  darling, 
The  Spring  was  all  in  vain, 

For  every  day  was  dreary 
Till  you  came  back  again. 

But  when  you  came,  my  darling, 
The  hawthorn  burst  in  bloom 

And  honey  bees  were  humming 
About  the  golden  broom. 

The  sun  was  bright,  my  darling, 
Upon  the  meadow  sweet, 

Where  buttercups  were  glowing 
To  kiss  our  happy  feet. 

And  you  are  here,  my  darling, 

Beneath  the  apple  tree, 
While  every  bird  is  telling 

His  love  to  you  and  me. 


CRUEL    KINDNESS. 

COME  not  to  me  with  glances  soft  and  kind, 
Nor  speak  again  in  accents  low  and  sweet, 

Love  flies  apace  upon  the  rushing  wind, 
And  love  and  I  might  meet. 

Give  me  no  gift  when  I  am  sick  or  sad, 
Nor  sympathy  if  joy  is  fraught  with  pain, 

A  word  from  thee  might  make  me  well  and  glad 
Yet  leave  a  yearning  vain. 

Bring  me  no  blossom  from  thy  garden  bed, 
Nor  smile  with  me  when  life  is  bright  and  gay, 

I  might  regret  the  merry  moments  fled 
For  many  a  weary  day. 


THE    FIRST    PRIMROSE. 

WE  took  a  walk  together 

A  year  ago  to-day, 
The  chaffinches  were  singing 

Among  the  scented  May. 

I  gathered  crimson  clover, 
Just  where  the  meadow  dips, 

You  took  the  simple  flowers 
And  pressed  them  to  your  lips. 

You  gave  me  the  first  primrose 
You  found  upon  the  lea, 

My  heart  was  overflowing 
The  Spring  had  come  to  me. 


A    BUNCH    OF    LILAC. 

You  laid  a  bunch  of  lilac 

Upon  my  window  seat, 
I  did  not  see  you  coming 

But  heard  your  passing  feet. 

The  April  wind  was  blowing 

As  softly  as  a  sigh, 
It  wafted  me  a  whisper 

"  With  love  "  as  you  passed  by. 

And  while  I  paused  to  wonder 
What  you  could  mean  by  this, 

The  perfume  of  the  lilac 
Rose  upward  like  a  kiss. 
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I    MAY    NOT   SPEAK    MY    HEART. 

I  MAY  not  speak  my  heart 
Though  it  appear  to  me 

The  sweetest  thing  on  earth 
To  tell  my  love  to  thee. 

I  may  not  lift  mine  eyes 
When  thou  art  near  to  me, 

But  coldly  stand  aside 
Or  turn  away  from  thee. 

I  may  not  hold  the  hand 
That  is  so  dear  to  me, 

Nor  breathe   upon  thy  brow, 
Yet  I  may  dream  of  thee. 
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PERPLEXED. 

IF  I  could  see  thy  thoughts 
I  might  discover  there 

A  truth  to  make  me  glad, 
Or  drive  me  to  despair. 

How  shall  I  lift  the  veil 
That  lies  upon  thy  mind  ? 

For  sometimes  thou  art  cold 
And  sometimes  thou  art  kind. 

Oh  !  dissipate  the  clouds 
That  keep  us  still  apart, 

And  let  me  read  thy  soul 

As  thou  canst  read  my  heart. 
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MY   TREASURE. 

You  have  no  gold  to  give  me 
No  jewels  rich  or  rare, 

You  are  not  high  and  mighty 
Nor  even  young  and  fair. 

But  you  have  more  to  give  me 
Than  kingdoms  could  impart, 

That  precious  priceless  treasure 
A  true  and  loving  heart. 


THE    GREATEST    OF   THESE    IS    LOVE." 

IF — as  in  His  great  goodness 

To  Solomon  of  old — 
God  offered  me  a  promise, 

I  would  not  ask  for  gold. 

I  would  not  ask  for  silver, 
Nor  gems   of   countless   worth, 

Nor  lands,  nor  power,  nor  beauty, 
Nor  fame,   nor  royal  birth. 

But  I  would  choose  the  brightest 

Of  all  the  gifts  above, 
In  which  the  soul  delightest, 

That  sweetest  thing  called  love. 
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A    PROPOSAL. 

You  ask  if  I  remember, 
Oh  !    how  could  I  forget  ? 

That  glad  and  golden  summer 
We  met. 

You  ask  me  do  I  love  you, 
Oh  !    if  you  only  knew 

That  all  my  heart  is  beating 
For  you. 

And  yet  a  sweeter  question, 
Oh  !    what  am  I  to  say  ? 

Except  that  I  am  yours 
To-day. 


A    LOVER'S    QUARREL. 

WE  parted,  you  in  sorrow 

And  I  in  anguish  sore, 
Yet  on  the  bitter  morrow 

We  only  loved  the  more. 

And  through  the  long  years  winging 

Since  we  agreed  to  part, 
I  hear  you  ever  singing, 

A  love  song  in  my  heart. 


DEVOTION. 

I'D  cross  the  raging  ocean, 
I'd  face  the  fiercest  foe, 

To  prove  my  heart's  devotion 
Because  I  love  you  so. 

I'd  part  with  every  treasure, 
I'd  suffer  want  and  woe, 

To  give  you  peace  and  pleasure 
Because  I  love  you  so. 

I'd  bring  you  all  the  rarest 
And  sweetest  flowers  that  grow, 

And  count  you  still  the  fairest 
Because  I  love  you  so. 

I'd  spend  my  life  in  making 

A  Paradise  below, 
All  other  joy  forsaking 

Because  I  love  you  so. 


RAPTURE. 

O  !  GLOWING  sunshine,  wrap  me  round 
With  radiance,  in  a  golden  shroud, 

0  !  flowrets  strew  the  crimson  ground 
O  !  songsters  warble  sweet  and  loud. 

Because  the  past  has  rolled  away 
Like  a  dull  mist  upon  the  sea, 

1  never  lived  before  to-day 

Nor  loved  until  you  spoke  to  me. 


FALLEN    ROSES. 

WHY  weep  because  the  day  is  spent  ? 

Why  sorrow  that  the  shadows  fall  ? 
The  twilight  and  the  evening  hour 

Must  come  to  all. 

Why  marvel  that  the  roses  fade  ? 

Or  why  regret  that  joy  is  o'er  ? 
The  memory  of  love  will  last 

For  evermore. 


UNREASONING. 

I  FOUND  my  heart ;  it  sang  to  me 
In  accents  loud,  of  love  and  glee, 
Tho'  why  you  ever  crossed  my  way 
I  could  not  say. 

I  knew  my  heart ;    at  every  turn 
Of  your  sweet  head  it  seemed  to  burn, 
But  why  you  stole  my  peace  away 
I  could  not  say. 

I  lost  my  heart ;   because  it  broke 
At  the  cold  words  you  calmly  spoke, 
And  why  I  love  you  more  to-day 
I  could  not  say. 


43 


INSPIRATION. 

I  CANNOT  see  the  beauty 
Of  earth  or  sky  or  sea, 

The  glory  of  the  garden 
Unless  you  walk  with  me. 

I  cannot  speak  my  passion 
Nor  voice  my  ecstasy, 

No  words  convey  my  rapture 
Unless  you  talk  to  me. 

I  cannot  hear  the  mavis 

Awake   his   melody, 
Nor  catch  his  strain  of  gladness 

Unless  you  sing  to  me. 

I  cannot  write  my  yearning, 
My  longing  to  be  free 

Of  every  hard  convention 
Unless  you  care  for  me. 

I  cannot  live  without  you, 

This  world  of  agony 
Contains  no  inspiration 

Unless  you  come  to  me. 
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DAY    OF    LOVE. 

MY  heart  was  once  a  crimson  flower 
That  opened  to  the  morning  sun, 

It  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  hour 
The  joy  of  love  begun. 

My  heart  poured  out  its  perfume  sweet 

Unto  the  noontide  sun, 
It  blew  and  blossomed  in  the  heat 

Of  love  and  longing  won. 

My  heart  laid  down  the  love  of  years 

Beneath  the  setting  sun, 
Its  drooping  petals  fell  like  tears 

Because  the  day  was  done. 
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AFTERGLOW. 

GONE  are  the  lips  that  loved  me 
Dust  are  the  gentle  feet, 

Yet  down  the  rush  of  ages 
I  hear  their  echo  sweet. 

Gone,  are  the  eyes  that  sought  me 

Silent  the  tender  voice, 
Still  through  the  mists  of  morning 
They  make  my  heart  rejoice. 

Gone,  are  the  hands  that  held  me 
Past  are  the  actions  kind, 

Affection  leaves  for  ever 
A  trail  of  light  behind. 
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WITHERED    VIOLETS. 

You  gave  me  violets  when  we  came  to  part 
I  could  not  then  restrain  the  tears  that  start 
But  crushed  them  closely  to  my  heart. 

And  when  they  told  me  you  were  laid  to  rest 
I  tore  the  blossoms  from  my  beating  breast 
They  and  my  heart — God  knoweth  best. 
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IF    YOU   ARE   MINE. 

WHAT  tho'  the  world  be  cold  or  kind  ? 

What  of  the  rain  and  sleet  ? 
What  of  the  wailing  of  the  wind  ? 

When  you  are  glad,  my  sweet. 

What  of  the  budding  flowers  of  May  ? 

What  of  the  summer  heat  ? 
What  of  the  dreary  autumn  day  ? 

While  you  are  here,  my  sweet. 

What  matter  then  which  way  we  go  ? 

I  follow  at  your  feet 
And  let  the  road  be  high  or  low 

If  you  are  mine,  my  sweet. 


I    LIVE    FOR    YOU. 

I  LIVE  for  you,  beloved 
Your  weal  my  constant  care 

Your  peace  my  sweet  ambition 
Your  happiness  my  prayer. 

You  are  so  dear,  beloved, 
The  world  is  naught  to  me 

Your  tender  approbation 
Is  all  my  ecstasy. 

And  when  I  die,  beloved, 

My  heart  at  liberty 
As  some  great  shining  angel 

May  still  your  guardian  be. 
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A   GLIMPSE    OF    HEAVEN. 

WE  wandered  through  the  leafy  wood 

Its  beauty  was  divine, 
I  would  have  kissed  you  if  I  could 

Your  lips  were  close  to  mine. 

We  crushed  the  bracken  at  our  feet 

I  was  too  glad  to  speak, 
The  woodland  way  was  very  sweet 

Your  breath  was  on  my  cheek. 

I  listened  to  your  happy  talk, 

So  innocent  and  free, 
That  summer  day  we  took  a  walk 

Was  heaven  on  earth  to  me. 


LOVE    OF    MY    LIFE. 

I  DO  not  ask  if  you  have  wealth  or  beauty 
You  do  not  need  a  noble  pedigree, 

I  only  know  you  strive  to  do  your  duty 
And  that  you  teach  a  lesson  fair  to  me. 

I  do  not  seek  to  find  you  full  of  learning 
You  charm  me  with  your  simple  piety, 

I  only  know  for  you  my  heart  is  yearning 
And  that  I  long  to  make  you  trust  in  me. 

I  do  not  care  that  you  are  poor  and  lowly 
You  would  adorn  a  place  of  high  degree, 

I  only  know  that  you  are  sweet  and  holy 
And  that  j^our  love  is  all  the  world  to  me. 


ROSES   AND    THORNS. 

WHAT  was  the  secret  of  the  day 

That  passed  so  merrily, 
And  I  the  gayest  of  the  gay  ? 

You  were  so  sweet  to  me. 

What  was  the  matter  with  the  night 

Of  joyous  revelry, 
And  I  the  brightest  of  the  bright  ? 

You  never  looked  at  me. 

Why  do  the  happy  hours  combine 
To  fill  my  heart  with  pain  ? 

A  thorn  is  in  this  breast  of  mine 
You  will  not  come  again. 


RESURRECTION. 

O,  SIGH  not  that  the  sun  has  set 
And  evening  passed  away, 

To-morrow  may  be  fairer  yet 
And  brighter  than  to-day. 

O,  weep  not  that  the  garden  flowers 
Are  shattered  by  the  rain, 

They  but  await  the  golden  hours 
To  bud  and  bloom  again. 

O,  think  not  when  the  song  is  sung 

Its  melody  is  fled, 
For  every  lingering  cadence  wrung 

An  echo  from  the  dead. 


OPPORTUNITY. 

A  ROSE  is  lying  in  thy  path 

Surpassing  sweet, 
Then  stay  thy  step,  crush  not  the  bloom 

Beneath  thy  feet. 

For  thee  is  hanging  on  the  bough 

A  mellow  peach, 
Look  upward,  seize  the  luscious  fruit 

Within  thy  reach. 

A  jewel  sparkles  in  the  mire 

Of  countless  cost, 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  secure  the  prize 

Ere  it  be  lost. 
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A   SONG. 

MY  heart  is  happy  as  a  bird 

That  warbles  loud  his  glad  refrain, 

For  since  you  spoke  a  loving  word 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain. 

My  life  has  struck  a  note  divine 
Which  echoes  o'er  and  o'er  again, 

For  since  you  laid  your  hand  in  mine 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain. 

My  song  is  glorious  and  gay 
And  rapture  its  unending  strain, 

For  since  you  kissed  my  lips  to-day 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain. 
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ROSES    FOR    RUE. 

Do  you  remember  the  roses 
That  grew  in  a  garden  gay  ? 

You  gave  me  one  of  the  roses 
To  wear  in  my  bosom  that  day. 

Do  you  remember  the  roses 
So  ruddy,  and  rare,  and  sweet  ? 

But  there  was  rue  in  the  roses 

You  laid  with  your  love  at  my  feet. 

Do  you  remember  the  roses 
I  scattered  in  grief  and  pain  ? 

My  heart  is  dead  as  the  roses 
That  never  will  blossom  again. 


MAY   WAS   MADE    FOR    LOVING. 

IT  is  the  month  of  kisses 
For  May  has  come  again, 

And  buttercups  and  daisies 
Are  over  all  the  plain. 

The  birds  are  busy  nesting 
On  every  budding  tree, 

And  May  was  made  for  loving 
So  come  along  with  me. 
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HANDS   THAT    I    HELD. 

HANDS  that  I  held,  so  strong,  so  firm,  so  brave, 
Hands  that  were  stretched  to  draw  my  heart 
from  me, 

Hands  I  shall  worship  in  the  silent  grave, 
Hands  I  shall  love  for  all  eternity. 

Hands  that  could  smite  upon  my  breaking  heart, 
Hands  that  for  me  could  carry  bane  or  bliss, 

Stay  cruel  hands,  one  moment,  ere  we  part, 
Let  me  but  touch  them  with  a  burning  kiss. 


KISSING    TIME. 

"  When  the  gorse  is  in  blossom,  kissing's  in  season." — Old  Saying. 

A  GOLDEN  glory  in  the  grass 

A  perfume  in  the  air, 
The  gorse  in  blossom  as  we  pass 

To-day  is  very  fair. 

We  pause  to  hear  a  linnet  sing 
Beneath  the  drooping  lime, 

There  is  a  sweetness  in  the  Spring 
For  it  is  kissing  time. 
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WHEN  THE  TREES  WERE  FRESH  AND  FAIR. 

I  MET  you  in  the  garden,  when 
The  trees  were  fresh  and  fair, 

The  daffodils  were  nodding 
And  love  was  singing  there. 

I  came  again  to  meet  you,  when 
The  trees  were  green  and  gay, 

The  roses  sprang  to  greet  you 
But  faded  fast  away. 

I  shall  not  find  you  waiting  when 
The  trees  are  black  and  bare, 

The  garden  cannot  charm  me 
You  are  no  longer  there. 
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PART  II. 
POEMS 


A   CITY    CHURCHYARD. 

UPON  the  long-forgotten  graves 
The  crimson  petals  droop,  and  die, 

Pale  sunbeams  flicker  through  the  trees, 
The  yellow  leaves  fall  fast,  and  lie. 

How  sweet  the  gentle  Autumn  breeze 
Across  the  velvet  grassy  sod, 

Beneath  our  feet  the  ashes  sleep 
Of  loving  hearts  at  home  with  God. 

Beside  us,  on  an  ancient  stone 

Two  names  are  carved  in  letters  wry, 

I  wonder,  did  they  sorrow  too, 
Or  love  as  much  as  you  and  I. 


A    MISUNDERSTANDING. 

FOR  you  I  wore  my  silver  gown 
And  dressed  my  flaxen  hair, 

For  you  I  donned  my  brightest  gems, 
That  you  might  think  me  fair. 

My  lips  were  smiling  as  the  morn 

Mine  eyes  of  heaven's  blue, 
My  cheeks  were  flushed  like  rosy  dawn, 

And  all  for  love  of  you. 

But  when  the  others  came  between 

To  whisper  and  to  stare, 
And  call  me  lovely  as  a  queen, 

You  did  not  seem  to  care. 

I  could  not  hear  your  beating  heart, 
Nor  feel  your  trembling  hand, 

And  when  you  spoke  to  me  apart 
I  did  not  understand. 

Then  in  the  garden  I  was  shy, 

And  you  were  cold  to  me, 
No  wonder,  as  the  days  went  by, 

You  married  Lucy  Lee. 
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THE   MAN    IN    THE    'BUS. 

I  TOOK  the  'bus  to  Ealing 
One  morn  in  merry  May, 

The  apple  trees  were  blooming 
And  all  the  world  was  gay. 

But  as  I  tried  to  fasten 
Your  rose  upon  my  breast, 

The  people  laughed  and  nodded — 
It  seemed  as  if  they  guessed 

That  I  had  just  been  writing 

A  little  note  to  you 
To  say  I  loved  you  dearly, 

And  always  would  be  true. 

The  man  who  sat  beside  me 
Had  eyes  of  sunny  blue, 

He  smiled,  and  for  a  moment 
I  really  thought  'twas  you  ! 

His  face,  like  yours,  was  ruddy, 
His  hair  the  self  same  hue, 

I  wondered  how  he  managed 
To  look  so  much  like  you. 

Yet  there  was  something  lacking, 

He  was  not  equal  to 
The  man  I  worship  only, 

For  there  is  none  like  you. 


A   WALTZ. 

PUT  thine  arm  around  me 
Take  my  hand  in  thine, 

Let  me  feel  thy  heart  beat 
Close  to  mine. 

On  thy  sleeve  my  fingers 

Gently  fall  and  lie, 
Trembling  with  the  softness 

Of  a  sigh. 

Rapture  is  the  perfume 
Of  thy  scented  breath, 

I  shall  love  thee  madly 
Unto  death. 

On  we  float  and  onward, 
Heaven  is  very  near, 

With  thy  lips  laid  softly 
To  my  ear. 

I  could  dance  for  ever 
To  the  music  sweet, 

And  the  sound  enchanting 
Of  thy  feet. 

But  the  waltz  is  over, 
Gone  my  rhapsody, 

All  my  heart  and  heaven 
Left  with  thee. 
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A    BACHELOR'S   WIFE. 

I  FEEL  that  you  are  somewhere  near 
I  know  you  watch  for  me  and  wait, 

Your  lips  are  ready  for  my  kiss 
You  wonder  why  I  tarry  late. 

I  only  dream  your  tender  grace 
What  is  your  name  I  cannot  tell, 

But  when  I  meet  you  face  to  face 
I  know  that  I  shall  love  you  well. 

One  evening  in  the  merry  throng 

Where  some  were  rich  and  some  were  fair, 

I  thought  I  saw  you  passing  by, 

Hope  of  my  heart,  you  were  not  there. 

I've  sought  you  every  night  and  day 
The  whole  world  round  for  ages  past, 

And  surely  in  the  years  to  come 
I'll  find  a  loving  wife  at  last. 


APPROBATION. 

IF  you  should  think  me  fair 
With  grace  beyond  compare, 
I'd  blossom  like  a  garden 
Of  roses,  rich  and  rare, 
If  you  should  think  me  fair. 

If  you  should  think  me  sweet 
My  joy  would  be  complete, 
And  in  my  heart  for  ever 
I'd  worship  at  your  feet, 
If  you  should  think  me  sweet. 

If  you  should  think  me  bright 
Astute  or  erudite, 

My  wit  would  be  a  river 
I'd  sparkle  day  and  night, 
If  you  should  think  me  bright. 

If  you  should  think  me  good 
Indeed  I  really  could 

Be  very  good  to  you, 
I'd  be  a  perfect  prude 
If  you  should  think  me  good. 

If  you  should  think  a  wife 
The  dearest  thing  in  life, 

I'd  give  the  world  to  whisper 
How  all  my  hopes  are  rife 
That  you  should  call  me  wife. 
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DELUSIONS. 

I  THOUGHT  you  murmured  sweetly 

A  word  to  me, 
You  gave  your  heart  completely, 

A  bird  was  in  the  tree. 

I  thought  you  gazed  intently 

But  did  not  speak, 
You  kissed  me  very  gently 

The  rain  was  on  my  cheek. 

I  thought  I  heard  you  sighing, 

You  seemed  to  pass, 
The  wind  was  softly  dying 

Among  the  waving  grass. 
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THE    CRUCIFIX. 

GREY  mists  were,  lying  on  the  hills, 

Dark  clouds  had  gathered  in  the  west, 
I  turned  into  a  wayside  church 
Perchance  to  rest. 

My  heart  was  heavy  with  a  load 
Of  anguish,  and  of  bitter  wrong, 

And  I  had  sought  this  quiet  spot 
At  Evensong. 

'Twas  dark  within,  tho'  faint  and  dim 
A  flickering  lamp  burned  on  the  shrine, 

A  holy  presence  seemed  to  fill 
This  heart  of  mine. 

I  sat  in  solemn  loneliness 

Believing  I  alone  was  there, 
Yet  to  the  bleeding  crucifix 

In  silent  prayer, 

A  peasant  maiden  fair  and  sweet 

Had  brought  her  sorrow  and  her  shame 
To  ask  forgiveness,  or  to  plead 

The  sacred  name. 
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And  I — wrapped  in  my  sinful  pride — 
Could  see  her  bend  with  gesture  meek, 

A  tear  drop  from  her  lovely  eye 
Was  on  her  cheek. 

I  straightway  fell  upon  my  knees 
And  strove  to  cast  aside  my  loss, 

"  Oh  give  me  faith  like  this  to  find 
My  comfort  in  the  Cross  !  " 


WILD   FLOWERS. 

HIGH  upon  the  mountains, 
Blooming  at  our  feet, 

Glowing  in  the  sunshine, 
Beautiful  and  sweet. 

Through  the  mist  and  shadow 

Of  a  dreary  day, 
Blossoms  spring  to  cheer  us 

On  our  weary  way. 

Storm  and  cloud  may  gather 

In  the  skies  above, 
Yet  they  smile  for  ever 

Emblems  fair  of  love. 


THERE  is  nothing  sweeter 
Than  the  woodland  way, 

Where  the  shadows  deepen 
On  a  summer  day. 

Stately  pines  are  swaying 

Branches  overhead, 
Cool  green  moss  is  springing 

Underneath  my  tread. 

Violets  are  hiding 

In  a  shady  nook, 
Fern  and  foxglove  blowing 

By  the  busy  brook. 

Gentle  breezes  murmur 
In  the  leaves  above, 

As  I  sit  and  ponder 
On  a  dream  of  love 

Through  the  tree-tops  glisten 
Strips  of  heaven's  blue, 

It  would  be  an  Eden 
If  you  came  here  too. 


73 


ADORATION. 

GIVE  me  a  glance,  from  two  eyes  soft  and  sweet 
That  I  may  worship  at  thy  lovely  feet. 

Give  me  a  smile,  no  sunshine  is  so  bright 
Thy  frown  is  darkness,  yet  thy  favour  light. 

Give  me  a  thought,  when  I  am  far  away 
I  think  of  thee  and  love  thee  day  by  day. 

Give  me  a  chance  to  prove  my  faith  in  thee 
I  am  thy  slave  for  all  eternity. 

Give  me  a  word,  to  carry  in  my  heart 
My  only  joy  when  we  are  far  apart. 

Give  me  a  hope  that  some  day  I  may  be 
Dear  to  thyself,  as  thou  art  dear  to  me. 

Give  me  a  hand,  that  I  may  feel  thee  near 
Absence  is  sorrow,  but  thy  presence  dear. 

Give  me  a  rose,  straight  from  thy  beating  breast 
Let  it  be  one  thy  loving  lips  have  pressed. 

Give  me  a  kiss,  warm  as  thy  scented  breath 
Thy  love  is  life,  thy  disapproval  death. 

Give  me  thyself,  I  crave  none  other  bliss 

Thou  art  my  heart,  my  heaven,  my  happiness. 
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A   FLIRTATION. 

WE  found  the  hazel  coppice 

Our  favourite  retreat, 
All  through  the  golden  weather 

The  shade  was  cool  and  sweet. 

A  briar  rose  was  blooming 
Upon  its  scented  tree, 

With  crimson  petals  glowing 
You  thought  the  rose  like  me. 

A  robin  warbled  sweetly 
Among  the  boughs  above, 

You  pressed  my  fingers  gentry 
And  said  he  sang  of  love. 

The  Summer  vanished  swiftly 
And  when  we  came  to  part, 

You  lost  a  pleasant  pastime, 
But  I  had  lost  my  heart. 
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"THE   WIND    BLOWETH." 

WAFT,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Down  from  the  mountain  peak 
Whither  thy  path,  O  wind  ? 

What  hast  thou  come  to  seek  ? 

Waft,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Smite  with  thy  mystic  breath, 
Whence  is  thy  secret  sound 

Singing  of  life  or  death  ? 

Waft,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Softly  amongst  the  corn, 
Where  is  thy  grave,  O  wind  ? 

Where  was  thy  sweetness  born  ? 

Waft,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Loud  in  thy  boisterous  mirth 
Scatter  thy  fragrance  wide 

Over  the  weary  earth. 

Waft,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Bending  the  tree-tops  high, 
Whisper  a  dream  of  old, 

Echo  a  long  lost  sigh. 

Waft,  waft,  O  wind  ! 

Blowing  across  the  sea, 
Carry  my  sorrow  far 

Bringing  new  hope  to  me. 
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WORDS. 

CAN  words  be  sweet  ? 
Ah,  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ! 
No  music  on  the  earth 
Is  more  complete. 

Can  words  be  kind  ? 
Ah,  yes  !    then  bear  in  mind 
All  sign  of  good  intent 
Nor  look  behind. 

Can  words  be  fair  ? 
Ah  me  !    beyond  compare, 
Yet  oftimes  beautiful 
They  spell  despair. 

Can  words  be  sore  ? 
Alas  !    upon  the  shore 
Sad  voices  cry  "  farewell 
For  evermore." 

Can  words  recall 
The  dead,  or  raise  the  pall 
That  lies  on  love  long  lost  ? 
Yea,  all  in  all. 

Can  words  be  vain 
To  bring  back  bliss  again  ? 
Ah,  no  !    they  weave  an  endless 
Glad  refrain. 
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THE    REASON    WHY. 

I  CANNOT  tell  the  reason  why 
We  did  not  wed  in  years  gone  by 
It  must  have  been  that  we  were  shy. 

I  loved  you  as  the  Summer  sky 
You  seemed  as  distant  and  as  high 
Tho'  you  were  only  small  and  shy. 

I  used  to  pose,  if  you  came  nigh 
And  with  your  other  suitors  vie 
To  win  a  smile,  so  sweet  and  shy. 

That  Sunday  walking  thro'  the  rye 
I  thought  that  I  would  like  to  try 
A  compliment,  but  made  you  shy. 

For  as  I  caught  your  loving  eye 

We  both  would  blush  and  sometimes  sigh 

I  meant  to  speak,  yet  felt  too  shy. 

Then  when  you  married  Felix  Fry 
I  almost  wished  that  I  could  die 
Or  that  I  had  not  been  so  shy. 

And  now  I  watch  you  passing  by 

Regretting  as  the  ages  fly 

That  we  are  neither  young  nor  shy. 


THE    DRUNKARD'S   WIFE. 

"  SOAPSUDS." 

THERE  is  no  time  to  read  or  think 
When  Theodore  is  on  the  drink, 
I  wash  all  day  and  half  the  night 
Then  wash  again  as  soon  as  light, 
Or  put  the  porridge  on  to  cook 
And  give  the  room  a  decent  look. 

I  pack  the  children  off  to  school 

Then  set  to  washing  as  a  rule, 

My  hands  are  always  in  the  tub 

To  soap,  and  rinse,  and  squeeze,  and  scrub, 

And  all  the  time  I  overtake 

My  washing  for  the  children's  sake. 

With  dust  and  dirt  I  have  to  cope 
When  hanging  linen  on  the  rope, 
My  laundry  is  for  working  men 
They  sometimes  try  to  pay  me,  when 
They  get  their  wages,  and  I  hope 
To  buy  more  soda  and  more  soap. 
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For  starch  and  blue  I  went  to  grope 

But  found  I'd  finished  all  the  soap, 

And  tho'  I  meant  to  iron  late 

There  was  no  fire  in  the  grate, 

And  now  I  mangle  till  the  dawn 

Comes  creeping  thro'  the  cheerless  morn. 

I  often  give  a  weary  sigh 
And  long  to  lay  me  down  and  die, 
But  when  I  feel  inclined  to  mope 
My  refuge  is  a  bar  of  soap, 
My  sole  ambition  and  desire 
To  see  the  soapsuds  rising  higher. 

I  do  not  worry  as  I  might 

But  strive  to  wash  and  do  the  right, 

It  may  be,  but  I  cannot  tell, 

The  Lord  will  say  I  have  done  well, 

And  let  the  soapsuds  bring  to  me 

My  only  joy,  a  cup  of  tea. 
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MELLOW    MOMENTS. 

A  STREAK  of  sunshine  on  the  lawn, 
A  song  bird  in  the  linden  tree, 

A  snowdrop  blooming  by  the  way, 
A  kiss  that  once  you  gave  to  me. 

Such  are  the  moments  that  occur 
In  every  life,  to  chase  despair. 

Or  gladden  gloom,  or  sweeten  Spring, 
Or  mix  with  joy  encroaching  care. 

They  leave  an  echo  in  the  soul 
Like  a  clear  note  in  some  sweet  lay, 

That  rings  above  the  rushing  tide 
And  mitigates  the  darkest  day. 

How  precious  are  the  moments  ripe 
As  fair,  and  fast  and  far  they  flee, 

I  can  but  love  them  while  they  last 
They  will  not  come  again  to  me. 
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A    DIARY. 

MEDITATING  on  the  year 
Let  me  take  another  look 

At  the  dear  red-letter  days 
Ere  I  close  the  finished  book. 

Jottings  pencilled  on  the  page 
Serve  to  keep  my  memory  green, 

Some  are  fraught  with  hidden  pain, 
Or  the  sad  what  might  have  been. 

Many  days  are  colourless 

Others  grey  with  rack  and  rue, 

Written  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
Are  the  days  I  spent  with  you. 
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LONDON    LILIES. 

I  LEFT  the  crowded  City 

One  afternoon  in  May, 
The  Park  was  green  and  pretty 

The  crocuses  were  gay 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly 
And  every  one  seemed  glad, 

They  laughed  and  chatted  lightly 
Whilst  I  alone  was  sad. 

I  thought  that  you  would  never 

Forget  our  little  tiff, 
And  feared  you  would  for  ever 

Be  very  cold  and  stiff. 

I  went  up  Piccadilly, 

And  just  by  Regent  Street 

I  bought  a  bunch  of  lily, 
It  was  so  pure  and  sweet. 

Then  back  again  I  hurried 
And  took  a  penny  chair. 

I  felt  a  little  worried, 

But  hoped  you  would  be  there. 


And  as  I  waited  sighing 
Beneath  the  cedar  tree, 

I  saw  that  you  were  trying 
To  cross  the  road  to  me. 

You  took  my  scented  flowers 
And  placed  them  on  your  breast, 

We  sat  and  talked  for  hours 
I  think  you  know  the  rest. . 
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THE    GATE    OF    PARADISE. 

WITHOUT  the  walls  of   Paradise,  the  road  is  deep 

in  dust, 
Within,  the  gate  is  shining  gold,  outside,  a  mass 

of  rust, 
Here  on  a  stone  I  sit,  and  gaze  between  the  iron 

bars 
Into  a  garden  green  and  gay,  where  blossoms  bloom 

like  stars. 

A  gorgeous  palace  there  is  set  with  gems  of  radiant 

sheen, 
I  would  it  were  my  kingdom,  and  you  my  fairy 

queen, 
While  song  birds  warble  sweetly  on  every  flowering 

tree, 
Alas  !  the  angel  with  the  sword  has  shut  the  gate 

on  me. 

The  silver  fountains  murmur  low  upon  the  Summer 

air, 
And  in  amongst  the  roses  red  I  see  you  standing 

there, 

But  still  I  watch  and  wonder  as  wearily  I  wait, 
Perchance  if  I  am  patient,  Love  may  yet  unlock 

the  gate. 


REMORSE. 

THE  years  are  flying  fast  away 

Since  I  and  sorrow  met, 
And  when  you  see  me  dance  and  play 

You  think  that  I  forget. 

I  take  no  pleasure  in  the  Spring 

For  me  the  sun  has  set, 
But  when  you  hear  me  laugh  and  sing 

You  think  that  I  forget. 

Should  I  forgive  my  thoughtless  wiles 
Remorse  must  pay  the  debt, 

Tho'  when  you  find  me  wrapt  in  smiles 
You  think  that  I  forget. 

Beneath  the  budding  briar  tree 

The  scene  is  with  me  yet, 
The  foolish  words  that  fell  from  me 

You  think  that  I  forget. 

My  cup  is  flowing  to  the  brim 

With  impotent  regret, 
That  day  the  coffin  covered  him 

I  never  can  forget. 
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A    GLOVE. 

DIDN'T  you  know,  it  was  for  you 

I  wandered  up  and  down, 
That  I  might  catch  a  glimpse  of  you 

The  day  you  came  to  town. 

Didn't  you  know,  I  waited  there 

For  many  a  weary  hour. 
Because  I  thought  that  you  might  pay 

A  visit  to  the  Tower. 

Didn't  you  know  I  looked  for  you 

One  evening  in  the  Park, 
And  stood  beside  the  Marble  Arch 

Till  it  was  nearly  dark. 

Didn't  you  know  I  laid  my  heart 

Beneath  your  little  feet, 
The  morning  that  you  smiled  to  me 

When  crossing  Regent  Street. 

Didn't  you  know,  I  took  your  glove 

And  hid  it  in  my  breast, 
A  tiny  trophy  of  my  love 

The  dearest  and  the  best. 


SWALLOWS. 

I  LEANT  upon  my  window  sill 
One  evening  cool  and  sweet, 

And  listened  to  the  distant  hum 
Of  voices  in  the  street. 

Above  the  roofs  and  chimney-pots 

I  saw  the  sunset  die, 
And  watched  the  swallows  circle  round 

Against  the  yellow  sky. 

They  vanished  softly  as  the  night 
Came  down  and  covered  all, 

My  heart  has  wings  that  cannot  rest 
Until  the  shadows  fall. 
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COLD    COMFORT. 

BETIMES  I  sit  apart 

When  you  are  glad  and  gay, 
My  only  ease  of  heart 

To  see  you  look  this  way. 

How  solitary,  I 

Can  find  society! 
Till,  haply  you  are  nigh 

Or  throw  a  smile  to  me. 

Could  you  but  read  my  pain 
Methinks  I  need  not  die, 

For  you  might  even  deign 
A  word  in  passing  by. 
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A    PANSY. 

IT  lay  upon  my  heart  all  day 

With  purple  petals  soft  and  bright, 

I  could  not  cast  the  flower  away 
Though  it  was  withered  ere  the  night 

But  placed  it  in  my  jewel  case 
To  treasure  more  than  all  the  rest, 

For  in  its  dust  I  see  your  face, 
And  in  your  memory  am  blest. 
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PITIFULLY  BEHOLD  THE  SORROWS  OF 
OUR    HEARTS." 

LIFT  but  thine  eyes,  and  life's  long  agony 
Is  concentrated  in  a  look  from  thee. 

Say  but  a  word,  let  our  farewell  be  brief, 
Smile  through  thy  sorrow,  as  I  hide  my  grief. 

Touch  but  my  hand,  our  trembling  fingers  fain 
Would  linger,  only  to  prolong  our  pain. 

Give  but  thy  lips,  one  moment,  all  is  o'er, 
Great  God  have  pity,  we  shall  meet  no  more. 


DEW. 

WHEN  early  in  the  morning, 

I  steal  away  to  you, 
The  churchyard  graves  are  gleaming 

With  tiny  drops  of  dew. 

And  often  in  the  evening 

I  sit  and  think  of  you, 
Where  memories  are  falling 

As  softly  as  the  dew. 

You  never  loved  me,  darling, 
For  I  was  nought  to  you, 

Yet  while  I  live  my  tears 
Shall  mingle  with  the  dew. 


"TEMPUS   FUGIT." 

O,  FLYING  Time  !  how  shall  I  stay  thy  winging  ? 

How  can  I  solve  thine  awful  mystery  ? 
I  only  know  the  passing  years  are  bringing 

My  footsteps  nearer  to  the  silent  sea. 

O,  precious  Time  !  the  memories  I  cherish 
And  fain  would  hold  for  ever  to  my  breast 

Steal  not  from  me ;     but  if  my  joy  must  perish 
Then  give  me  peace,  or  bring  me  quiet  rest. 

O,  cruel  Time  !  Thou  wilt  not  cease  thy  fleeting, 
Thy  ruthless  flight  shall  carry  all  from  me 

Nor  ever  pause,  until  I  hear  thee  beating 
Thy  restless  wings  against  eternity. 
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PART  III. 
EGYPT 


THE    LOTUS   LEAF. 

WHEN  the  lotus  leaf  shall  wither 

And  the  Autumn  come  again, 
Shall  I  hear  your  footstep  falling  * 

On  the  golden  desert  plain  ? 
Shall  I  see  your  bright  eyes  calling 

Like  the  stars  above  the  blue  ? 
Though  the  lotus  leaf  may  wither 

My  heart  will  still  be  true. 

When  the  lotus  leaf  shall  wither 

And  the  Autumn  come  again, 
Shall  I  hear  your  sweet  voice  ringing  ? 

Do  I  watch  for  you  in  vain  ? 
Shall  I  feel  your  dear  hands  clinging  ? 

Have  you  vanished  as  the  dew  ? 
For  the  lotus  leaf  may  wither 

But  not  my  love  for  you. 
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ON   THE   NILE. 

TWILIGHT  on  the  river, 
When  the  evening  glow 

Gilds  with  golden  glory 
Luxor's  shrine  below. 

Peace  upon  the  river, 
Though  the  day  was  long 

All  is  hushed  to  silence 
Save  the  boatman's  song. 

Calm  upon  the  river, 
Still  the  flowing  tide 

May  the  rest  of  ages 
In  our  hearts  abide. 

Love  upon  the  river, 
Thou  art  dear  to  me 

Pharoh's  queen  was  never 
Worshipped  more  than  thee. 


EGYPTIAN   BOAT   SONG. 

THE  morn  is  ruddy  as  a  rose, 
The  wind  has  sunk  to  sweet  repose, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

The  sun  springs  up  behind  the  hill, 
The  waters  slumber  calm,  and  still, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

A  palm  tree  stands  against  the  sky, 
The  tali  Nile  boats  go  floating  by, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

Warm  sunshine  glistens  on  the  land, 
The  camels  cross  the  burning  sand, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

Among  the  cool  white  lotus  flowers 
I  wile  away  the  weary  hours, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

A  vulture  quivers  in  the  blue, 
I  watch  the  buffaloes  and  you, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

My  heart  is  like  a  pepper  tree 
Because  my  love  is  near  to  me, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 
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Upon  the  bank  at  close  of  day 
I  spread  my  mat  to  kneel  and  pray, 
Esma  !  Esma! 

The  sunset  is  a  golden  dream, 
Soft  shadows  fall  upon  the  stream, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

Sweet  voices  from  the  minaret 
Remind  me  that  the  sun  has  set, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

The  cattle  passes  in  a  crowd 
To  vanish  in  a  silver  cloud, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

And  through  the  twilight  cool  and  gray, 
The  pigeons  homeward  wing  their  way, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

When  darkness  deepens  on  the  Nile 
I  sit  and  sing  of  you  awhile, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 

A  bat  is  flying  over  me, 
It  carries  all  my  soul  to  thee, 
Esma  !  Esma  ! 
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AN    EGYPTIAN    MINARET. 

IN  the  shady  garden 

At  the  drowsy  noon, 
Dreaming  on  the  desert 

Neath  the  crescent  moon, 
When  all  heaven  flushes 

With  the  dawn  of  day, 
There  are  voices  calling 

Faithful  souls  to  pray. 

Clear  against  the  amber 

Stands  the  minaret 
Graceful  in  its  glory 

I  can  see  it  yet, 
Still  are  voices  calling 

From  the  golden  past 
"  Watch  and  pray  "  beloved 

We  shall  meet  at  last. 
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AN   EGYPTIAN   FUNERAL. 

THERE  is  a  sound  of  wailing 
In  the  narrow  dusty  street, 

A  cry  of  human  anguish 
And  the  tramp  of  many  feet. 

The  sun  beats  down  upon  us 
While  people  come  and  go, 

Too  busy,  far,  to  wonder 
Or  turn  to  see  the  show. . 

A  band  of  swarthy  Arabs 
That  hold  aloft  a  bier, 
And  women  coming  after 
To  mourn,  bring  up  the  rear. 

A  waggon  follows  slowly 

With  widows  wrapt  in  gloom 

And  sable  garments,  bringing 
Their  children  to  the  tomb. 

I  stand  within  the  shadow 

A  little  way  apart, 
The  loud  lament  awaking 

An  echo  in  my  heart. 

Thus  are  we  all  united 
The  nations  here  are  met, 

Death  claims  our  best  beloved 
And  leaves  us  vain  regret. 
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EGYPTIAN    MUMMY    BEADS. 

JUST  a  picture  on  the  wall 
Over  which  my  fancy  raves. 

Only  trees  where  shadows  fall, 
And  a  few  Egyptian  graves. 

Thus  we  saw  it,  you  and  I, 
On  the  desert's  golden  breast, 

Underneath  the  cloudless  sky 
Typical  of  endless  rest. 

Here  we  sought  for  treasures  rare 
Hidden  in  the  burning  sand, 

Every  grave  held  jewels  fair, 
Broken  jar,  or  mummied  hand. 

Since  that  day  long  years  have  fled 

Leaving  but  a  memory, 
Yet  I  cherish  like  the  dead 

Mummy  beads  you  gave  to  me. 

They  are  hanging  in  my  room 
Pretty  strings  of  green  and  blue, 

Precious  relics  of  the  tomb 
Every  bead  a  thought  of  you. 
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EVENING    IN    EGYPT. 

How  peaceful  in  the  mystic  evening  glow 
Beside  the  Nile  in  meditation  sweet, 

The  dying  sunset  hallows  all  below 

And  gilds  the  very  dust  beneath  my  feet. 

Against  the  heavens  in  the  fading  light 
The  distant  Pyramids  appear  sublime, 

The  bats  anticipate  the  coming  night 

To  leave  the  ruined  haunts  of  Death  and  Time. 

A  gorgeous  creeper  of  prolific  bloom 

Has  swathed -the  palm  tree  in  a  mass  of  flame, 

The  blossom  falls  upon  an  ancient  tomb 
Where  rests  a  hermit  of  forgotten  fame. 

Some  laden  boats  are  lying  on  the  stream 
Upon  the  giant  masts  the  sails  are  furled  ; 

The  golden  glory  passes  like  a  dream 
As  shadows  deepen  on  the  weary  world. 

Soft  silence  follows  at  the  close  of  day 

While  mists  are  rising  from  the  water's  breast, 

Shall  I  not  ever  seek  the  river  way 
To  charm  my  spirit  with  its  quiet  rest. 
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